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Now Brune left the cell with Kinkel, the doors of which
he again locked. Then they had to walk through corridors, up
and down various stairways, and even to pass a night watch-
man. By Brune's clever management they succeeded in doing
this. At last they reached the loft under the roof and the
dormer window, through which the dangerous ride through the
air had to be undertaken. Kinkel confessed to me that he was
seized with a dizzy horror when he looked down upon the
street below and then upon the thin rope which was to bear
him; but when he saw my sparkling signal, the meaning of
which Brune explained to him in a whisper, he regained his
composure and boldly swung out over the precipice. At once
the tiles and bricks began to rain about his head, but none of
them struck him, only the hands which at first had taken too
high a hold on the rope and through which it had to glide, suf-
fered grievously. That was, however, a slight wound for so
hard a struggle and so great a victory.

When Kinkel finished his narrative, Hensel took out of
the hamper one of the bottles of precious Rhine wine that
Kriiger had provided us with for our journey, and we
drank to the health of the brave Brune, without whose reso-
luteness and fidelity all our plans and labors would have come
to nothing. It was a happy, enthusiastic moment, which made
us almost forget that so long as we were on German soil the
danger was not over, and our success not yet complete.
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